EXTREMES MEET

Crowder, but finally under protest insist either on con-
tinuing your journey or being driven back to the head-
quarters of the police. The great point is to get the
soldiers or police, or whatever they are, as far in the other
direction from Miramara as possible, because we shall
want to get back into the road as soon as we can. We're
cutting it pretty fine as it is. We won't load up the
Lancia till two miles this side of the copse. If they hold
us up before, I'm going to rush them. It's half-past
twelve already. We shall be at the copse soon after one,
and with luck I'll be at Miramara by half-past two. Well,
if I'm late it can't be helped,"

Doubt began to take possession of Waterlow as the cars
whirred along the main road in the dusty moonlight. He
decided that for all the chance they had of getting the
German bag or the submarine they might as well have
stayed at home. Still, if they were held up on the public
road it would give the local authorities something to ex-
plain away. Or was the whole thing moonshine ? Had
the excitement of his spying turned Keats's brain ? Was
it not almost certainly a delusion about this submarine?
Was not the German envoy merely taking Queenie for
a joy-ride? Was he not probably returning as usual by
the north-west frontier meeting with the mail the first
Austrian outpost and getting an escort as far as Belgrade ?
These doubts were infernal . . . unbearable . . . whirr-
ing, whirring on in a fog of white dust through this
crystalline night, and to what end ? Ah, there was the
first car turning round into the narrow Miramara road.
No sign of being held up yet. Three miles farther on the
first car stopped, and when Waterlow looked at his com-
panions he was reminded of the murderous Miller and his
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